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were, or had been, I believe, schoolmasters, doctors,
musicians, but one could only see them as anglers,
living for ever at this inn, for ever strolling down to
the boats in the morning and returning with their
trout in the evening to carve the mutton and exchange
their long and leisurely stories (like those that hold
up our older novels for whole chapters) round that
lamplit board. One of them, the one who mastered
the joint, had been going there for at least forty years,
and the others seemed to remember the place twenty
or thirty years ago. Not that they did not know other
places too, for they exchanged reminiscences about
them, remote little lochs in Scotland, unknown Irish
rivers, wherever there were trout and salmon to be
had. They always gave one another all the facts, pre-
cise directions for finding places, the names of all the
inns and innkeepers and gillies, and talked on as if
life lasted a thousand years, kindly years of sunlight
and mist and lapping water and leaping fish and
golden hours about the dinner-table. They showed
me, in the jazz pattern of our years, this silver thread
of peaceful and quiet days that old Isaac Walton knew
so long ago; so that I too would be an angler at last,
and find my way again to that inn, this time to be one
of their confraternity, and then perhaps I too could
quietly angle my way out of time altogether. Yet
even now it is all so unreal that I have a feeling that
I could not find that lake and that inn again, and I
am sure that by the time I am old and grey they will
have vanished for ever.